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TO MY READER. 

A bunch, of blushing roses, 

Without a flower beside, 
Is not the best of posies, 

If flowers be rightly tried, 

Their virtues fair to know ; 

But a nosegay well arranged, 
With flow'rets wild and gay, 

Will in its varied beauty 
Yet sweeter charms display, 
For 'tis in Nature so. 

Some random thoughts pourtrayed 
In verse upon these leaves, 

May be like scarlet poppies, 
'Midst corn in golden sheaves, 

And void of perfume grow. 

Then leave, my kindly reader, 
The scentless blooms behind, 

And like the careful reaper 
The corn together bind, 

In bounteous wealth to glow. 

May here and there be found 
A word that heavenly light, 

Has fill'd with clearer shining 
And made its darkness bright, 
For comfort here below. 
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AN INVITATION. 

Come, men of wealth, and men of leisure, 
And men of work in search of pleasure, 
Who seek a change your life to vary, 
Come ye to Weston-super-Mare'. 

"lis here a genial influence tends 

For troubles past, to make amends ; 

The air salubrious, o'er the sand, 

Will brace the nerves, the lungs expand — 

Your health improved, your eye more bright, 

The heaviest cares will soon grow light ; 

And viewing cheerfully the past, 

You'll thankful see 'tis true at last, 

The mountain great was mole-hill small, 

And God provides the best for all. 

Ye too, whose hearts by grief are torn, 

For Mends beloved, but now — heaven-born ; 

Who love too well the gone and blest, 

Come hither, if ye yearn for rest : 

Come, try this change and ocean air, 

To find again that gift so rare — 

Good health, to brace the slackened nerve, 

That cleared, the eve may well observe 

And mark the wisdom that is found 

In lovely Nature all around ! 
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Nature — which mirrors heavenly scenes, 
And clears the mist that intervenes, 
When by his selfish grief and care, 
Enwrapp'd in gloom and dark despair, 
Man sinks in " slough of" dark " despond," 
Nor lifts his head to look beyond. 

Not so the down-trod daisy bright, 
Besmear'd and hidden from the light, — 
"When shower-revived — it smiles again, 
With upturned face, sunlight to gain 
From heaven, that gives its little day 
To deck the mead — to strew the way 
When Winter's gone, to welcome Spring, 
And show to man, the meanest thing 
Is cared for in a thousand ways, 
For Nature, in her wealth displays 
Perfection true, and beauty rare, 
Without a fear — without a care. 

But God provides in wisdom feme, 
For man, mixed joys and troubles too, 
That wean him from this world of care 
For Life divine, a future, — 'where 
Unclouded by the dust of time 
Love ever reigns supreme, sublime ! 

The flowers, so beautiful and gay, 
A moment bloom— then fade away ; 
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For 'tis ordained in heaven's love true, 
That as change comes, comes solace too, 
For who would dwell for ever here, 
When living there, are Mends so dear ; 
Living a better life, we feel, 
Whose never- withering joys reveal, 
That there is found our final home, 
That here as travellers we roam. 

Now come ye, all who seek good health, 
That richer prize than monied wealth, 
Come breathe this air from o'er the sea, 
And feel more bright, more vig'rous, free, 
'Tis Pleasure calls with Reason's voice, 
And' here she offers ample choice, 
For young and old, both sad and gay, 
That they may spend a happy day, 
And ne'er forget their visit here, 
But come again another year ; 
So come — and leave all care behind, 
And be more happy, cheerful, kind ; 
The time well spent in healthful pleasure, 
Buys you in more than ample measure, 
Spirits renewed, — a clearer brain. 
'Tis by so spending you will gain, 
So doubt ye not, but quic k p repare, 
To breathe the pure fresh Weston air. 
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For 'tis ordained in heaven's love true, 
That as change comes, comes solace too, 
For who would dwell for ever here, 
When living there, are Mends so dear ; 
Living a better life, we feel, 
Whose never- withering joys reveal, 
That there is found our final home, 
That here as travellers we roam. 

Now come ye, all who seek good health, 
That richer prize than monied wealth, 
Come breathe this air from o'er the sea, 
And feel more bright, more vig'rons, free, 
'Tis Pleasure calls with Reason's voice, 
And' here she offers ample choice, 
For young and old, both sad and gay, 
That they may spend a happy day, 
And ne'er forget their visit here, 
But come again another year ; 
So come — and leave all care behind, 
And be more happy, cheerful, kind ; 
The time well spent in healthful pleasure, 
Buys you in more than ample measure, 
Spirits renewed, — a clearer brain, 
"lis by so spending you will gain, 
So doubt ye not, but quic k p repare, 
To breathe the pure fresh W eston air. 
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WESTON-SUPER-MARE: 

AND THE CHIEF POINTS OF INTEREST IN ITS IMMEDIATE 

NEIGHBOURHOOD. 

The rugged coast, the rocky shore, 

The wooded hill behind, 
The islands on the ocean wave — 

What beauty here we find ! 

The broad expanse of Weston Bay, 

With Brean Down on the sea ; 
The roofless church upon the hill, 

The tombstones in the lea. 

What food for thought upon this hill, 

To read the distant past, 
On timeworn stones — dim mem'ry's page, 

Of virtues unsurpassed. 

The grey old church, a monitor, 

From ages gone to tell, 
That we should seek that " better land," 

For none long here can dwell. 

See ! down below, near river side, 

Old Axium's ancient site* 
Whence Romans sail'd upon the tide, 

And went away to fight. 

* See Appendix. 
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And here it was St. Paul once came, 

As some suppose and tell, 
When on his mission he was bent, 

In Britain rude to dwell. 

And far beyond, a tap'ring hill* 

So proudly rears its head, 
For here it was, that in this land, 

A church first stood, 'tis said. 

There grows that wond'rous thorn of old, 
From Joseph's staff, they say, 

That only blossoms once a year — 
The Eve of Christmas-day. 

On yonder side, beyond the down, 

A harbour is projected, 
Where noble ships from o'er the main, 

May some day ride protected ! 

To dreamy past from future dim 
Return, and mark what's here ! 

Within this hill, in caverns deep,* 
Are relics choice and rare. 

The bones of beasts of w armer climes, 

Are mingled with the clay, 
And this their home, in former times, 

A far-off distant day. 



* Bee Appendix. 
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Now see afar, out on the sea, 

A rocky island stands, 
From whose steep height a varied view 

The visitor commands. 

See farther still, another isle, 
With stately lighthouse high, 

With warning light for seamen near, 
To mark with watchful eye. 

A lesson here, may we not learn, 
And, learning, teach to others ? 

Our daily life with love should burn, 
For other men as brothers ! 

Now turn and gaze on Worleb'ry Hill, 
• Behold the villas there, 
Outstretched in beauty far along 
The woody hillside fair. 

Below, on slope with flow'rets clad, 

And many a bushy tree, 
Like Autumn's scenes, both fair and sad, 

It is the Cemetery. 

Ah ! many within those rocky beds, 
Now sleep, we lov'd so well, 

Where are they in their spirit selves ? 
Our Faith and Hope can tell ! 

Far — far away from earthly care, 

And gardens of the dead ; 
To brighter regions of the blest, 

Their happy souls are fled ! 
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Grub— chrysalis — then butterfly, 

Portray 8 the life of man, 
He crawls out here his little day, 

So short — 'tis but a span !' 

A peaceful dormant state,— r-and then 

His spirit wings its flight, 
And leaves behind its worn out shell, 

To live in heavenly light. 

Then why encased and grub-like here, 

Crawl hopeless to the tomb ? 
Should we not look from earth to heaven, 

Assured, that there's our home ? 

( Tis well to muse all solemnly, 

In this garden of the blest. 
And tune our minds in harmony, 

With this peaceful place of rest. 

But, pass we now all silently, 
From this place of sacred shells, 

And mount the hill's embattled top, 
Beneath which man now dwells. 

This rugged hill with stony brow, 

An ancient tale can tell, 
Of Britons strong in days of old, 

Who fought and bravely fell. 



* See Appendix. 
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Who treasured here their hoards of tin, 
With warriors strong to guard, 

And within camp of stony piles, 
Listened to their chieftain bard. 

Beyond the camp on hilltop see, 

A mazy verdant walk, 
Where poets love their muse to court, 

And lovers, whispering, talk. 

Passing along this leafy glade, 

To the bare and rocky hill, 
Tho' fair the scenes we late beheld, 

This is more lovely still. 

See ! far away the Mendip range, 

The valleys deep below, 
With here and there a lonely grange, 

And windmill turning slow. 

Oh ! what a scene for painters's skill, 

On canvass here to trace, 
A picture fit for noble halls, 

Or palace walls to grace. 

Yonder uprises Banwell Hill, 
And caverns deep are there, 

Hyena's bones with antelopes, 
Lie in this ancient lair. 

Then o'er the hills, not far away, 

Is Cheddar's famous cave, 
Where wonders meet the searching eye, 

Enough for all who crave. 



The Cheddar Cliffs, so lofty ! grand ! 

Entrance the gazing eye, 
And lifting high their hoary heads, 

Rise tow'ring to the sky. 

Now, turn ye back from distant view, 

To "Worleb'ry Hill again ; 
To trace the work of early days, 

In stones that still remain. 

Yet ere ye leave this hilltop grey, 

List to a simple song ; 
Dreaming 'tis sung by British maid, 

Whose locks are fair and long ! 

Song op a Beitish Maiden. 



Haste thee my love ! 

Before the darkened skies 
Beshroud our home, 

And hide thee from mine eyes t 

How long art thou, 
Journeying to the west ; 

From me, so sad, 
Who cannot sleep or rest. 

Swiftest art thou 

Of all our chieftain's band ; 
Yea, tall and straight, 

And true thy trained hand. 
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When rose oar walls 

Height o'er height, so long— 
Foremost wer't thou, 

Thy sinewy arms so strong. 

In battle's fray, 

Thy fatal missiles fly, 
Killing thy foe, 

Aimed with unerring eye. 

But to myself, 

Thy tenderest embrace 
Tells of the love, 

That lights thy noble face. 

Gome quickly, mine ! 

From the borders of the sea ; 
Lest foemen come, 

And wrest thy bride from thee. 

Stay, kindly son I 
' Keep back the moonless night 
While swift I ran, 
To watch from dizzy height ? 

He comes ! 'tis he I 

Mine own, my dear and brave I 
I prayed the Gods, 

MJne own beloved to save. 

He's running swift- 
Now panting, climbs the hill ! 

I feel he's near, 
With joy my heart to fill t 
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Now shady nigfct! 
Quick, draw thy curtains o'er, 

Sun ! sink to rest, 
And soon toe day restore. 



These Britons in that early day, 
Were strong in Nature's dower, 

Their works surviving to this (lay, 
Bespeak no pony power. 

Now let us leave their camp of old, 

And their erst happy home, 
• And seek the verdant vales beneath, 
There musingly to roam. 

Some ancient steps* lead down below 
To the shell-clad bay of Sand, 

Where in days of yore the seamen bold, 
In shallopp used to land. 

To barter with the Britons here, 
And change their wealth for tin, 

Did here our commerce first arise, 
And foreign trade>gin ? 

So long ago 'tis hard to trace, 

Our fathers' doings then, 
We dimly in their records find, 

They dealt with other men. 

* See Appendix. 
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Who came from nations far away, 

In vessels frail and small, 
And that is why this sandy bay, 

Was landing place for all. 

Not far away, and near this bay, 

A tower and ruined walls, 
That long ago, nigh Wolsey's day, 

Formed grand and spacious halls. 

This Priory of Woodspring, now 

Recalls the distant past, 
And tells by carvings on its walls, 

Of saints in prison cast. 

Their stony emblems also tell, 

Of Christ and crucifixion, 
And of His wounds who bore for us 

So patiently, affliction. 

And a'Becket's heart once treasured here, 

In the Priory's palmy day ; 
By cautious monks in timid fear, 

By night was stolen away. 

'Twas hidden in the stony wall 
Of Kewstoke's ancient church, 

Where it was found not long ago, 
O'er Norman entrance porch. 

From ancient records of the past, 

We turn to modern days ; 
And track the road, through woody slopes, 

The landscape here displays. 
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Then Birnbeck's rugged islet see, 
, Now wedded to the shore ; 
Not sitting lonely on the sea, 
As in the days of yore. 

This iron age, with iron bridge, 

Has girt it to the land ; 
And far beyond, has pierced the sea, 

And caused a pier to stand. 

'Tis sad to tell, how once mishap 

Befell some bathers here ; 
Who 'tween the land and Birnbeck's isle, 

Battled, and knew no fear ; 

But stronger ran the under stream, 
Than swimmers could withstand ; 

So Elton's brothers both were drowned, 
And lifeless brought to land. 

Yet charming 'tis on summer's day, 
High o'er the ocean's breast, 

To watch the heaving surging tide, 
While sitting down to rest. 

To turn from land, and by the sea, 

Alone, to think, and gaze 
Upon the wonders of the deep, 

And give its maker praise. 

But turn we to the shore again, 

The lovely scene behold ! 
Fair Weston stretching o'er the plain ! 

Broad, beautiful, and bold! 
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Yonder, far, far — along the sand, 

A stately building see, 
It is a home for sickly poor, 

And built by Charity. 

'Tis here the pale-faced invalid 

Is nursed with kindly care, 
And soon recovers wonted strength, 

In ozone-yielding air. 

How happy they, who helping lend 

Of wealth, from God received, 
And by their liberal gifts extend, 

A Home by Love conceived. 

A sister cause within the town, 

Its equal good bestows ; 
Dispensing our es to all who need, 

As ev'ry poor man knows. 

When by a fell or sad mishap, 
The poor are rack'd with pam ; 

"lis here they're brought and kindly nursed, 
Till they are well again. 

Charity ! with healing hand, 

By loving gifts disperse ; 
The pains, that poverty and woe, 

From day to day rehearse ! 

Now here, and there, fair churches see, 
With heavenward pointing Spires ; 

To show, where should our treasure be, 
When this short life expires. 
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And on the hill-side rises there, 

Tho' with pretensions small, 
The poor man's holy house of prayer, 

Its service sweet withal. * 

Free — God's own house should e'er be fre 

Where fall responses rise : 
And prayers devout, in harmony, 

Are wafbed to the skies. 

By free-will gifts from loving hearts, 
This house of God was raised; 

By free-will gifts supported now, 
God's holy name is praised. 

All Saints on earth, with hearty voice, 

Sweet praises raise above, 
Yea, Saints in heaven as one rejoice, 

And praise the God of Love. 

See ! chapels here for many creeds, 

Capacious, well endowed ; 
Where earnest men, with hearty zeal, 

Raise prayers and praises loud. 

Weston ! rich in blessings rare, 

May many visit thee, 
To profit by thy bracing air, 

That's wafted o'er the sea. 



* All Saints' Church. 
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And richer blessing may they find, 
Their earthly cares to leaven, 

That holy treasure of the mind, 
Which cometh down from heaven. 



ODE: 

TO THE WEST OF ENGLAND SANATORIUM. 

Hail ! Hygienic Home ! 'twas Love, 

That thy beginning made, 
A thought inspired from heaven above, 

Thy firm foundation laid. 

Thou standest now, in majesty, 
Beloved, yea, blest of men ; 

For many poor have shared the boon, 
Thou hast bestowed since then. 

Thy founders first their modest toil 
Commenced in cottage small ; 

Till tender care and zeal exchanged 
The cottage for the hall. 

Then rills of gold came flowing fast 
From hearts and hands in aid, 

Uprising soon, thy stately walls 
A shelt'ring home have made. 




When stood the Seer on desert parched, 
And sought his God's command, 

Pure water sprang from sterile rock, 
Twice smitten by his hand. 

Now too, as then, if truly sought, 
Such blessings aye will flow, 

Still, loving hearts and willing hands, 
Their precious gifts bestow. 

God prosper thee, thou happy Home ! 

May thousands bless thy day, 
May thousands, by new health and life, 

Thy healing power display ; 

May thousands live that higher life, 

New-born in earnest prayer, 
Whilst bending low with thankful hearts 

Within thy chapel fair ; 

May blessings rest on every one, 

Who aids thy noble end, 
May year by year thy Charity, 

Its kindly use extend ! 
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WRECK OF THE "GRACIE." 

A stormy night, the winds are high, 
In angry might they whistling cry, 

While wrestling with the trees. 

And drifting on, a reeling ship, 
On billows tost, is seen to dip, 

Sails flutt'ring in the breeze ; 

And sailors there, all helpless pray — 
A heartfelt prayer — that haply they 

May safe the storm outride. 

When crash ! they start, the ship's aground ; 
And friends, who part, are never found 

Where boils that surging tide. 

But see ! a spar, and clinging there 
With iron grasp, in wild despair, 
One from the many gone. 

With streaming hair, beseeching eye, 
And face turned upwards to the sky, 
He floats about till dawn. 
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Then by the light, just glimmering o'er, 
He sees far off the distant shore, 

His heart beats fresh and warm. 

His eye more bright fresh hope to see, 
With growing light, more hopeful he, 
Outrides the fearful storm. 

When distant far, a tiny speck — 
A boat fast nears the floating wreck, 
With feinting human freight. 

A dying cry came o'er the wave, 
The fisher's signal answer gave, 
Alas ! 'twas all too late. 

With hope his life had passed away, 
In hope he saw a brighter day. 

Than this world ever knew. 

They laid him on the rugged shore, 
In vain they tried, but never more 
Could they his life renew. 

He is borne along by the fisher's men, 
To a dwelling near, and waiting then, 
All legal rites to pay.* 



* The Coroner's Inquest. 
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His wife is told that lie's lying cold 
In death's embrace, tho' once so bold 
Before that fatal day. 

Hot tears they fall, her hands are clenched, 
Her nratt'ring lips by tears are drenched, 
Her heart it bursts with grief. 

They leave her there awhile alone, 
When her mind had calmer grown, 

Prayer gave her sweet relief. 

Then hastes she to her hnsband's side, 
While kneeling there, all fears snbside : 
She knows his hope was sure. 

They took him to a peaceftil grave, 
His spirit now with God who gave, 
Lives on a happier shore. 

His widow and three children live, 
Bereaved, alone — with none to give 
Their wonted daily bread. 

Oh, pitying hear this sad sea tale, 
And helping, may thy store ne'er fail, 
Be blessings thine instead.* 

* See Appendix. 



&he Seasons. 2? 



THE SEASONS. 

COMPARED WITH THE LIFE OF MAN. 

Now comes the new-born infant year, 
With pettish winds and squalls; 

The sky above is dark and drear, 
And snow in whiteness falls. 

And so the tiny baby cries 

When first it sees the light, 
And restless kicking as he lies 

Enwrapped in snowy white. 

The vernal season next displays 

Her bright young leaves and flowers, 

But quickly pass these short bright days 
In sunny warmth and showers. 

And so in childhood's happy day, 
Sweet smiles with showers blending, 

The budding thoughts of man display 
A life that knows no ending. 

In summer 'neath a genial sun 

All clad in verdure bright, 
T he fruit trees proudly rear their heads 

Bedecked in pink and white. 
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So forth the gladsome maiden comes 

And lightly trips the mead, 
Whilst in her bright and^sparkling eye 

Her lover's joy we read. 

But Autumn's sober tawny suit 

Sweet Nature now assumes, 
And duly bears her timely fruit 

Enriched by sweet perfumes. 

Aud thus the matron in her home, 
Displays such charms as these, 

Amidst her own dear happy ones, 
Her lord she loves to please. 

Now Winter comes with hoary locks 

That death in life portend, 
Then Christmas quickly passes on 

And thus the. seasons end. 

The old man's head grown white with age, 

Bedimm'd and dark his eyes 
Then flies his soul to heaven we trust, 

And thus at last he dies. 
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BELOVED PEACE. 

Behold the ocean's moonlit breast, 

"Without a crested wave, 
In silv'ry glittering peaceful rest, 

The pebbly shore to lave. 

Her bosom now in calm repose 
Heaves fall and softly bright, 
As onward flows the mighty tide 

In Luna's shimmering light. 

• 

Is it ever thus so peacefully 

The ocean floweth on ? 
Is it ever thus so tranquilly 

The moon reigns smiling on ? 

The scene is changed, the winds are loosed, 

The roaring waves arise ; 
The moon is veiled in mourning clouds, 

And blackened are the skies. 

"lis now the strom-toss'd seaman *s bowed, 

And seeks his help from God ; 
Not when the sky 's without a cloud, 

Does he feel the smarting rod. 
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So God ordains in wisdom true, 

For man's eternal weal ; 
That storms in life canse many wounds, 

His love alone can heal. 

'Tis vain to seek unchanging rest, 
In a world so filled with woe ; 

Deny thyself and do thy best 
To help whilst here below. 

'Tis seeking good for others, we 
The greatest good 6hall find; 

And battling on the roughest sea, 
By faith become refined. 

Then, when aj; last the battle's o'er, 
And the gates of heaven in view ; 

Beloved Peace leads on before, 
To a world of Love so true ! 



t 
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THE HONEY MOON. 

A beauteous valley lay beneath, 
Where rarest charms are found, 

And hills beyond uprise to greet 
The clouds that mantle round. 

Methought I soared beyond these scenes 

To realms of purer bliss, 
And when aroused from happy dreams, 

My Muse suggested this. 

Behold ! the Honey-moon all silv'ry rise, 
And smiling, cheer the deep cerulean skies, 
On slumb'ring man she sheds her peaceful light 
Around the nuptial couch, supreme delight. 

Pregnant her shimm'ring beams with purest joy, 
That nought save selfish sin can e'er destroy ; 
The, mediums they, which holiest angels use, 
The sweetest bliss o'er mortals to diffuse. 
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But this short month of Luna's honied sway, 
By pilfering Time too soon is borne away, 
Too soon will she her transient sceptre yield, 
And with her starry train glide from the field. 

Now orient tints entrance the gazing eye, 
And Phoebus rises monarch of the sky, 
With one grand look illumes the mighty space, 
While lurking stars flee from his glowing face. 

Conjugial Love ! this bright celestial orb, 
Whose glories ev'ry passing care absorb, 
And from the ever-flowing fount above, 
Maintain united souls in purest love. 

O'er those whose love is bas'd on holy source, 
This Sun exerts a still increasing force, 
His fervent heat together melts fond hearts, 
And 'gainst besetting sins, heaven's aid imparts. 

E'en after Death .o'er man his scythe hath swayed, 
When these, our shells of dust are all decayed, 
'Tis then, in heaven, the source of Love we see, 
Effusing joy through all Eternity. 
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LOVERS' QUARRELS. 

A frown had settled on her brow, 
Her eyes were downward cast, 

And cold and chilly was her look, 
Altho' her heart beat fast. 

Offended she, with sidelong look, 
Rejects the proffered hand ; 

Nor deigns one glance of love again, 
For Love has lost command. 

Her trembling voice with many words, 
The offence now magnifies ; 

Till glist'ning sweetly thro* her tears, 
We sparkles in her eyes. 

A wav'ring look, then yielding she 

One winning kiss allows ; 
Happier then, than ever, we 

Renewed onr tender vows. 

Sweet Peace prevails, all anger gone, 

No chilling looks remain, 
The past forgotten, in bright joy 

Love reigns supreme again. 
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THE PRIMROSE. 

A Primrose decked the border side, 
'Twas covered o'er with snow, 

That wrapped the garden far and wide, 
In mantle deep below. 

I watched for days to see again 
This flower of Winter's birth, 

And thought 'twas dead, nor e'er again 
Would tell me of its worth. 

One morn I rose, the snow was gone, 
The primrose bright as ever, 

In beauty smiling seemed to say 
That " true love dieth never." 

And thus like simple truthful love, 

In Winter's darkest day, 
Reflecting light from heaven above, 

It cheers the darkest way. 

It may be hid beneath a cloud 
Of snowy whiteness there ; 

And passing, you may think tis gone, 
But still 'twas blooming there. 
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And so the truest love in life, 

Becomes at times obscured ; 
But still thro' trials and bitter strife, 

Its life has yet endured. 

And I thought me of my Saviour's love, 

His lowly humble birth, 
When meekly as the turtle dove, 

He dwelt as man on earth. 

For many years in early life, 

In innocence so pure : 
In daily toil where sin was rife, 

His greatness still obscure. 

Then brightly shone the heavenly light, 

His mission was revealed ; 
His beaming face divinely bright, 

His lips were then unsealed. 

Then rose he from obscurity, 

His fathers' work to do ; 
And taught the truth in purity, 

The doctors never knew. 

He lived a life of holy love, 

A life in doing good, 
And innocent as purest dove, 

Tempting sins withstood. 
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In tend'rest love for frail man, 
He taught him how to pray, 

And how by stedfast faith he can, 
Drive tempting sin away. 

I thank thee Primrose pure and bright, 
For wisdom thou hast taught ; 

And snowy veil reflecting light, 
My pen has faintly caught. 



HARVEST THANKSGIVING. 
thanks to thee, most high and bounteous Lord, 
For heaven-born treasures in thy Holy Word — 
Those gifts supreme, thy love alone bestows, 
On fallen man — whose cup with joy o'erflows. 
Thy wondrous works around in Nature shew, 
How richly man is blest whilst here below — 

The ripened corn, the bread of life to give- 
Fit emblem this, that when we die we live. 
And living then, in heavenly regions bright, 
Beholding thee, the source of love and light, 
For evermore, in blissful joy to see 
The richness of Eternal Love, in Thee ! 




LOVE. 

As water o'er a pebbly strand 
Will sparkling bright appear, 

And, as more rough becomes its path, 
Will still become more clear. 

Like this is love's bright happy course, 
E'en troubled as the stream, 

Though trifling first appears its force, 
Its ripples brightly gleam. 

All men are subject to its power, 

And to it bend the knee ; 
The Holy writ itself declares 

'Tis from the Deity. • 

Let loving hearts more loving be, 

Nor cease because of care ; 
'Tis Love alone can lead us right, 

And hearts for heaven prepare. 
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THE DAY OF REST.* 

Rest thou, my soul, the day is here, 
The one in seven, thy life to cheer, 
Now soar above this world of pain, 
And seek in God new strength to gain ; 

Leave far behind each earthly thought, 
To seek and find, if truly sought, 
Those brighter rays which ever shine 
In realms of truth and love divine — 

The light of heaven, so bright and pure, 
That shews the path, direct and sure ; 
The life of love — of peace — of joy, 
That nought but sin can e'er destroy, 

And bring me back that gift so rare, 
The hope of Life without despair, 
That I may see the gates of heaven, 
And bless this day, the best of seven ; 

Till stronger for my heavenward flight, 
I live no more in earthly night, 
But higher still may wing my way, 
To realms of bliss and endless day. 

* See Appendix. 



Vie <$cuy of Meat. S<j 



My Saviour's love illumes each hour, 
And draws away from Satan's power ; 
His love gives peace and truest rest, 
This holy day, divinely blest. 

And may God's blessing from on high 
Be poured on others weak as I, 
That they may learn to feel His love, 
And live to sing in heaven above. 
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TRUE FRIENDSHIP. 

When Friendship weaves her silken threads, 
And round us all her pleasure spreads, 
We should e'er with tend'rest care, 
Treasure these sweet bonds so rare, 

E'en stronger than the eagle's wing, 
And like the mystic golden ring, 

We its end shall never see — 

Endless as Eternity. 




ADVENT. 

Another year is now begun 
The Church's Christian year, 

Now ! let us heed the way we run, 
And step with child-like fear. 

In mercy spared another day, 

Another Advent, ye 
Another warning voice may hear, 

" Prepare your Lord to see." 

He comes, in majesiy divine, 
In glowing clouds and light, 

To be your righteous judge and mine, 
Whose sentence must be right. 

And they, who love with holy fear 
The precepts of their Lord, 

Are ready when He may appear, 
And wait His gracious word. 

Salvation now is nearer still 
Than when we first believed ; 

Redemption's free for all who will, 
Whene'er in faith received. 

The wand'rer from the happy way, 

Is called on to return ; 
The slumb'rer by the dawn of day, 

Is waked to deep concern. 
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And they who, like misguided ships, 
Have foundered when at sea, 

For want of Pilot at the helm 
Their heavenward path to see, 

Are called to hail the " morning star," 
Their Saviour, Priest and King, 

And shout Hosannahs loud and far, 
For safety He will bring. 

Soon will He come, and sudden too, 

To Judge, or Saviour be, 
To-day he seeks, and urges you 

The paths of peace to see. 

The Advent of our Jesus is 

A theme of pure delight ; 
May He to us salvation bring, 

And with it heavenly light. 
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JESU OUR SAVIOUR KING 

Heavenly Refuge, hear us now, 

In fearless trust we sing, 
To thee, our Rock, our Hope, our Life, 

Jesu, our Saviour King. 

risen Christ, Lord, in grief 

Still to thy cross we cling ; 
grant relief in true belief, 

Jesu, our Saviour King. 

Holy Shepherd, draw us near 
To thee, the heavenly spring, 

The Living Water, bright and clear, 
Jesu, our Saviour King. 

" Morning Star," thy brightness lend, 

Our praises loud shall ring, 
To welcome thee, when night shall end, 

Jesu, our Saviour King.* 

* These lines have been set to music. 
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TO A TROUBLED HEART. 

Stay, poor fluttering heart, and learn, 

The joy of peace and rest; 

Why dost so fast and throbbing burn, 

God knows what's right and best. 

To human sight the merest span, 
A space of darkness seems ; 

'Tis not ordained that any man 
Should long foresee in dreams. 

Rest peaceful then and quiet, trust 

The God of love and joy ; 
Be fearless then, yea thankful rest, 

And life's fall cup enjoy. 

The truest zest is living faith, . 

No doubt nor care to mar ; 
The love of God within the heart, 

Is " the bright morning star." 

Teach me good Lord, how best to live, 

And teach me how to die, 
And teach me how to trust in thee 

To all Eternity. 

Let not my wav'ring spirit sink, 

In listless, blank despair ; 
Whilst halting here on Jordan's brink, 

Oh, grant the fruit of prayer. 
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A PRAYER. 

Oh warm my heart to love thee, Lord, 

And teach me how to pray ; 
Incline my sonl, taught by Thy word, 

To live by faith each day. 

Spare me from doubt, and help me e'er 

To trust in Thee for all ; 
Support me Lord and let me ne'er 

With tottering footsteps fall. 

Oh ! why should I so wretched feel ? 

Why should my heart so ache ? 
Why should my brain with torment reel, 

My nerves with trembling shake. 

Lord, my soul is out of health ; 

My faith is weak and frail ; 
Oh give me Lord that heavenly wealth — 

True prayer to never fail. 
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HEAVENLY LIGHT. 

•' Let your light so shine before men that they may see your good 
works and glorify your father which is in heaven," 

What light hath man that he should shine 

A* brilliant light on earth ? 
'Tis heavenly light, that light divine, 

That's born at second birth. 

" Let there be light, and there was light," 

Was God's supreme decree, 
When ont of chaos dark as night, 

This world began to be. 

The spirit-self of every man 

Is a world without an end, 
And, if in darkness it exists, 

To endless night mnst tend. 

It is this light that Jesus gives, 

The light of heavenly love ; 
By faith in him the soul that lives, 

Shall live for e'er above. 

Let brightly all our weapons shine, 

Reflecting heavenly light ; 
By fighting sins through help divine, 

We keep our armour bright. 
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As ploughshare cutting stony earth 
Becomes bright polished steel, 

Thus will our weapons bravely used, 
The light of truth reveal. 

This heavenly gift, the light divine, 
Once kindled in the breast, 

Will ever live, for ever shine 
In the regions of the blest. 

Our Father's name is glorified 

By every work of love ; 
And thus our lives are sanctified 

By light from heaven above. 




HOPE. 

When sad with care we see the light 
Of Hope's bright, distant spark, 

Our heart is cheered with new delight, 
Our path no longer dark. 

Strong, we use our best endeavour, 

To breast the foaming tide ; 
Heavenward looking — downward never — 

Surmount whate'er betide. 

What tho' our path be dark as night — 

We sink if we despond — 
Then strike the threatening wave with might, 

And rising, look beyond. 

Heaven-born Hope alone will save 

From sinful blank despair ; 
Heaven-born love will make us brave 

And for our rest prepare. 

And only Love, true heavenly-love, 

Our path with Hope will cheer ; 
'Tis light that comes from heaven above, 

That brings us comfort here. 

Lo ! Christ our Hope there ever reigns, 

And from his throne on high, 
Pours down bright beams of heavenly light, 

To cheer the faithful eye. 
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THOUGHTS ON THE SUPREME. 

There is a great Eternal Source of all, 
Who dwells far far above, 
Gives life to all in boundless love 

'Tis from His throne all blessings fall. 

Like the great ruler of this earthly day, 
Which ceaseless light and heat 
Pours down from his exalted seat, 

Grand in his glory, holding sway. 

In heaven, this great progenitor of all, 
Rules, in brightness far exceeding, 
This earthly light, from His proceeding 

While countless worlds in adoration fall. 
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APPENDIX. 

Page 10. " The roofless churqh upon the hill " is the rained 
church dedicated to St. Nicholas, standing upon the apex of the 
hill at Uphill. From the surrounding church-yard the view 
presented is of great extent and beauty, displaying on either 
side almost a panoramic scene of hill and dale, with a most 
picturesque view of the Bristol Channel, the Steep and the Flat 
Holmes, and the distant Welsh coast. 

Page 10. Old Axium's ancient site." Looking down from the 
hill by the old Uphill Church towards the south, may be seen the 
river Axe, winding its course along the valley towards Bleadon, 
and immediately below the church, and near the river side, is 
the site of the Roman Port of Axium. Sir Richard Colt Hoare 
has traced the Roman road leading from the summit of the hill 
at Uphill to Old Sarum, named "Via ad Axium." A Roman 
Station formerly occupied the summit of this hill, and was 
probably of considerable importance, being connected with the 
sea-port below, from whence communication was held with the 
Welsh coast. 

Page 11. ** And far beyond a tapering hill." The hill known 
as " Glastonbury Tor," is said by Phelps in his History of 
Somerset, to have been the site of the first Christian Church 
built in England. An old legend is told of the staff of Joseph of 
Arimathea having been planted in the ground here by him, and 
that at midnight, on every Christmas Eve, it may be seen to 
blossom. Many further interesting particulars may be found in 
" Beedle's Handbook of Weston super Mare." 

Page 13. " This rugged hill with stony brow." On the south- 
western extremity of Worlebury hill, and immediately above 
the town of Weston, may be seen the " encampment," originally 
British, and successively occupied by the Romans and Danes : 
it is in a fair state of preservation, and from its antiquity 
becomes of great interest to all who- study the ancient history 
of our native land. 
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Page 18. " The Priory of Woodspring now." This Priory 
" owes its foundation to the murder of Thomas a Becket, to the 
honor of whom, united with that of the Holy Trinity and the 
Virgin Mary, this monastery was dedicated, its founder having 
been a descendant of William de Tracy, and nearly allied to the 
three other assassins of the archbishop." " Rutter's History 
of Somerset." 

Page 24. '• Wreck of the ' Gracie." These verses, the first the 
Author ever published, and were inserted in the " Westow Meb- 
curt," having been written after visiting the scattered remains 
of the "Gracie," a fine full-rigged ship which had been wrecked 
off Penarth Point the night previously, on a portion of which 
was found the still warm body of the chief mate, drifting about 
in Band Bay. The author hearing of the destitute condition of 
his widow and three young children, wrote the above lines with 
a hearty desire to help the fatherless and widow, and handsomely 
was he repaid by kind hearted friends coming forward with 
their gifts to help. 

Her Most Gracious Majesty, the Queen, commanded her Private 
Secretary, Sir Thomas Biddulph, to express her regret that as 
it was contrary to rule, Her Majesty could not join a subscription 
on behalf of a private individual, nor assist Mr. Beedle in his 
good work, but to say that at the same time, that Mr. Beedle's 
motives in sending the lines are fully appreciated. 

Letters from The Lord Mayor and others were received, and 
the Baroness Burdett Coutts gave Five Pounds. The author by 
the sale of his verses was enabled to take the Widow Five 
Pounds on Christmas Day, and then after hearing full particu- 
lars of her circumstancos, he renewed his efforts, and the result 
was, that by help from various sources, about Fifty Pounds were 
received, and the Widow thankfully supports herself and chil- 
dren in comfort and respectability, having set up business in 
Bristol, with the means thus supplied. 

Page 20. " It is a home for sickly poor." " The West 
of England Sanatorium." by its admirable arrangements 
has become a most important institution of great utility. The 
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new building is replete with all modern improvements devised 
for the health and comfort of patients. The Chapel is a beautiful 
little structure, with some exquisitely stained glass windows, and 
good carvings, all well described by Mr. Pooley in his pamphlet, 
entitled, " Some account of the Chapel attached to the West of 
England Sanatorium," 

Page 20. " A sister cause within the town." This refers to 
" The Weston super Mare Hospital and Dispensary," a handsome 
and commodious building, in Alfred St., near the Railway 
Station. It is unnecessary to say how many and great are the 
blessings bestowed on the poor, by the benefits they derive from 
a well-conducted Hospital, and it may be suggested that while 
the poor are benefitted by this excellent Institution, supported 
entirely by voluntary subscriptions, the rich are the greater 
gainers, inasmuch as " it is more blessed to give than receive." 

Page 19. " This iron age with iron bridge." The Pier and 
Promenade is a light and elegant iron structure, spanning the 
space between the main land and the island of Birnbeck. The 
Pavilion on the Island when completed, will be a handsome and 
convenient building, intended to afford every comfort to visitors, 
who may spend many pleasant hours on this once " desolate 
island." 

Page 19 '• Tis sad to tell how once mishap." Refers to the death 
of Sir Arthur Elton's two brothers, who were both drowned 
between the shore and Birnbeck island ; bathers are hereby 
warned of the dangerous under current, which flows so strongly 
at this spot, that a most skilful swimmer may be overpowered. 

Page 38. ' The Day of Rest." Some of these lines have been 
set to music, by Mr. Henry Thomas, as a Sacred Song. A good 
musical authority advising the writer to publish it, says — " The 
worde are sweetly vocal, and the music touchingly expressive, 
making it a most effective drawing-room song." It is just out. 

Page 42. "Jesu our Saviour King." These words have been 
set to music, and will shortly be published. 
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A MARKED CHANGE has of late years taken place in the 
general course of studies pursued in our Schools. Subjects 
previously neglected have found a place in them. Amongst the 
most important of these are the English Language and English 
Literature. Moreover, outside and beyond Schools and Colleges 
have sprung up readers eager for some acquaintance with our 
great writers, and feeling the necessity of help in the study of 
their works. This help has been offered from several quarters, 
but the field is so wide that there is room and need in it for yet 
more workers. It is proposed, therefore, to issue a new Series, 
to be called ' The London Series of English Classics,* under the 
general editorship of Mr. Hales and Mr. Jbrram, to be pub- 
lished by Messrs. Longmans & Co. It seems not unfitting that 
a Series of English Classics should be called after the great city 
with which, as the centre of English intellectual life, all our 
chief Authors have been more or less connected. 

The Series will include works from all periods of our litera- 
ture, from the beginning down to the present century. It is 
hoped that every one of our chief writers will eventually be 
represented in it. Each volume will contain, besides a text 
carefully edited from the best sources, an Introduction dealing 
with the life and times and writings of the Author, and other 
incidental matters ; a body of Notes explaining and illustrating 
anything that calls for remark in the thought or language of the 
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particular work under consideration; and, lastlj, an Index. 
The Editors hope to grre help not only in the interpretation of 
the difficulties, bat in the appreciation of the beauties, of the 
works on which they comment. This latter duty of Editors is, 
they think, too often forgotten ; and consequently great works 
are treated as mere philological or textual pozzies. 

The current belief that a knowledge of Latin and Greek is a 
sufficient qualification for the critical editing of English Authors 
is not shared by the Editors of the London Series, and they 
therefore propose to select as Contributors none but scholars 
who have made a special study of our mother-tongue. 

The valuable labour and ability devoted to the study of the 
English Language and English Literature in Germany render 
the aid of German scholars in this undertaking especially 
desirable, and the Editors are much gratified at having secured 
the assistance of Professor Tsar Bbixk, of Strasburg, and of 
Professor Waonbr, of Hamburg. 



Volumes now ready. 

BACON'S ESSAYS. With Introduction, Notes, and Index, 
by the Rev. Edwin A. Abbott, D JD. Head-Master, City of 
London School. 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. price 6*. 

' It is hardly possible in a short 
notice to do justice to the importance 
and merit* of these volumes. While 
they will be found Tamable to 
reader* in general of all ages and 
clause*, it if especially as forming 
an excellent class-book for the ad- 
vanced pupils in our higher schools 
that we call attention to them. 
.... . .The notes are a store-house 

of information with regard to the 
meanings and uses of English words, 
and are, in our opinion, admirably 
adapted for young students, as might 
be expected from the Editor's pe- 
culiar qualifications and experience 
in tuition.' School Guardian. 

• Dr. Abbott has supplied an ex- 
hatwtive Introduction, in which he 
describes what Bacon was himself, 
and what he was as a philosopher, 
theologian, politician (lay and eccle- 
siastical), and as a moralist. By this 
course, accomplished after much 
study both of the man and the 
matter, readers of all ages and 



classes may read Bacon's 
easily and intelligently. Hot the 
least important of Dr. Abbott's 
services may be found in bis correc- 
tion of the old punctuation, whereby 
he has made sense of what seemed 
to have had no meaning.' 

Notes and Queries. 
' As an edition of Bacon's Essays, 
this work is learned, elaborate, and 
useful. The copiousness and variety 
of Dr. Abbott's notes suggest the 
idea that he must have used the 
Essays as a text-book. The diction, 
as well as the matter, is most amply 
explained and illustrated; obscure 
words and constructions are cleared 
up from contemporaneous litera- 
ture, and Bacon's opinions are 
discussed by the light of parallel 
passages from his other works. Dr. 
Abbott has done this part of his 
work as thoroughly as could be de- 
sired, and his edition is of great 
value for educational purposes. 

Examiner. 



The London Series of English Classics. 



SELECTIONS from POPES WORKS. By Thomas Arnold, 
M.A. University College, Oxford ; Author of • A Manual 
of English Literature/ 1 vol. price 2*. 6d. 

Volumes in va/rious stages of preparation. 

POEMS of WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. Selected and anno- 
tated by E. Dowdbn, LL.D. Professor of English Litera- 
ture, Trinity College, Dublin ; Author of ' Shakspeare, a 
Study of his Mind and Art.' 

A SELECTION from FULLER. By J. Q. Fitch, English 
Examiner in the University of London. 

MACAULAY'S ESSAYS on CLIVE and on WARREN 
HASTINGS. By H. Coubthorpb Bowen, M.A. Corpus 
Christi, Cambridge, Second Master in the City of London 
Middle-Class School; Author of ' Muhammadanism in 
India ' &c. 

LIFE in EARLY ENGLAND, a Series of Selections from Books 
and MSS. from the 8th to the 15th century. By F. J. 
FURNIVALL, M.A. 

SCOTT'S LAY of the LAST MINSTREL. By the Rev. C. T. 
Hales, M A. Christ's College, Cambridge, Head-Master of 
the Preparatory School, Richmond, Yorkshire. 

MILTON'S SAMSON AGONISTES. By J. W. Hales, M.A. 
Joint-Editor of the Series. 

SHAKESPEARE'S JULIUS OESAR. By J. W. Hales, M.A. 
Joint-Editor of the Series. 

GRAY and COLLINS'S POEMS. By the Rev. G. P. Harris, 
M.A. Trinity College, Cambridge ; Assistant-Master, Rich- 
mond Grammar-School, Yorkshire. 

MILTON'S PARADISE REGAINED, Books I. and II. By 
C. S. Jerram, M.A. Joint-Editor of the Series. 

[In the press. 
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MILTON'S PARADISE REGAINED, Books HI. and IV. By 
C. S. Jerram, MA.. Joint-Editor of the Series. 

SELECTIONS from BYRON'S POEMS. By William Minto, 
Author of ' Characteristics of English Poets ' &c. 

BEN JONSON'S CYNTHIA'S REVELS. By Hbwbt Morlbt, 
Professor of English Literature, University College, 
London* 

SELECTIONS from the TATLER and the SPECTATOR. By 
Hanky Morlbt, Professor of English Literature, University 
College, London. * 

SCOTT'S MARMIOS. By Edward E.*Mobris, MA. Lincoln 
College, Oxford; Head-Master of the Grammar School, 
Melbourne, Australia; Original Editor of 'Epochs of 
Modern History.' 

SPECIMENS of the EARLY ENGLISH DRAMA. By the 
Rev. Richard Morses, LL.D. Honorary MA of Oxford ; 
President of the Philological Society, London ; Author of 
' Historical Outlines of English Accidence,' &c. 

POEMS of DUNBAR. Selected by J. A. H. Murray, LL.D. 
Author of 'The Dialect of the Southern Counties of 
Scotland.' 

CHAUCER'S SELECTED TALES and MISCELLANEOUS 
POEMS. By Professor tbh Brink, of Strasburg. 

GOLDSMITH'S TRAVELLER and DESERTED VILLAGE. 
By the Rev. J. Twentykah, MA. late Fellow of Christ's 
College, Cambridge; Vice-Master, King's College School, 
London. 

MARLOWE'S DOCTOR FAUSTUS. By Professor Waoxhb, 
of Hamburg, Editor of Marlowe's ' Edward the Second,' &c, 

London, LONGMANS & CO. ^ 



> < , 



